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The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
juvenile entertainment. The Dell 
code eliminates entirely, rather 
than regulates, objectionable ma- 
terial. That’s why when your child 
buys a Dell Comic you can be sure 
it contains only good fun. “DELL 
COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS” is OUr 
only credo and constant goal. 







KING OF THE 
COWBOYS 



and 

THE SEARCH 





...AND THE HOUNDS' A 
SURE OUGHT TO 8E ENOUGH 
OF U5 TO CORNER THAT" , 
STOCK- KILLING LION 
TODAY, ROY/ ) 



' THE LION KILLED THIS >. 
CALF LAST NIGHT/ DOGS WILL 
HAVE A GOODTRAILTO FOLLOW/ 



' LET 'EM GO, BLANE.' > 
REST OF YOU BOYS MOUNT 
V UP AND RIDB/ J 



7 ee¥Wuhj' 

AfMR- QWWd 
. 0IV-000 / 



POSTMASTER: 
ROGERS AND TRIGGER, ’ 



□ ELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 





AAR-000! OO-OOH! 
■HP! V IP/ V IP' 



' THE KILLER FED FULL--' S \ 
SO I RECKON THEY'LL TREE 
, HIM BEFORE LONS/ j 



Led by bullet, the pack streams aw at, 

GIVING TONGUE ON THE FRESH SCENT OF CAT ' 



f OKAY, P,QT!\ 
WE'LL FOLLOW 
, HIS LEAD/ > 



HERE'S ^ 
WHERE WE LOSE 
GROUND, BOWS' ' 



tThe HORSES 
® KEEP UP WELL- 
UNTIL THEY 
REACH A DEEP, 
STONY GULCH... 



A TRIGGER KNOWS 
THIS KIND OF COUNTRY, 
CHARLEY. HE'LL PICK 
. A WAT FOR YOU/ J 



' THE D0G5 
ARE TELLING, 
"TREED/"R0Y/ . 



NOT "TREED" 
BUT "FIGHT/" 
. LISTEN/ , 



WmB HE'S TURNED > 
ON THE DOGS! AND 
HE'S NOT A COUGAR! , 



ROW- OOF A 

Y I PE! YAK!) 
. y A-AOO/J 



SCRAUGHH! 



WIPE! 




UPON BOV'S TELL OF SURPRISE 
COMES A COUGHING ROAR FROM THE 
SPOTTED THROAT OF A MEXICAN 
JAGUAR, OR " TlGRE "... 





THOSE SPOTTED TERRORS 
HAVE A WAV OF BACKTRACK- 
ING AND WAITINS f 
8E5IDE THEIR OWN 
TRAIL, TO AMBU5H WflBE 
PURSUERS- LISTEN/ /KwGjH 
HE'S DONE JUST / W & 
that/ vjp 




va-tarkA 

VAR- OOO/, 



The 'next instant, the beast 
.. LEAPS TO A HIGH BOULDER. . . 



ROV/ WHV \ 
DIDN'T VOU 
SHOOT? , 



r THE RANGE WAS TOO N 
FAR--FOR A HAND GUN, PAT/ 
REMEMBER -A WOUNDED 
TlGRE WOULD KILL MORE 
v DOGS-AND MAVBE / 
> HUNTERS, TOO' / 



VAAARGH/ ] 
VARK/VARKf) 



VIP/VIP/ 

TOW-OW/. 



Leaving two ambushed 



_ __ DOGS ON THE GROUND, THE 

JAGUAR HEADS FOR THE CANVONS/DE AT TOP SPEED... 





y/?-V ARP/ 
row-oyy/ , 



THERE 
HE GOES. 



■ ...AND STREAKS UP 
A SLOPING "CHIMNEY, '' 
TOO STEEP AND 
SUCK FOR DOGS TO 
FOLLOW / 



.OVER THE RIM! 
A TIG RE/ 



MISSED THE CRITTER, ROY/ 

. HE'S OUTSMARTED US/ / 



' RECKON' \ 
WE CAN GC 
HOME NOW/ 



' THERE'S STILL A LOT OF DAYLIGHT, BOVS/ 
LET'S WATER THE DOSS AND HORSES AT A 
SPRING I KNOW, RIGHT CLOSE 8V. THEN WE 

CAN PICK UPTHE TIGRE'S TRAIL ON , ' 

V ^-—<7 'A THE RIM/ • y 



' THIS IS MIGHTY FAR ^ 
NORTH FOR A Pfil! 

BELONGS IN MEXICO/ 



HE DOES, > 
.CHARLEY/, 




|/V HOUR LATER, ON THE CANTONS R/M. 



THIS HOT SUN AND 
BLOWING SAND HAVE 
KILLED THE SCENT.' 



r THE STATE 
SAME RANGER'S 
PLANE, PAT' HEMlSHT 
HAVE SPOTTED OUR 
TIGRE.' J, 



' ROY.' THERE’S^ 
A PLANE-GOING 
TO LAND/ 



WE’LL FIND OUT/ 
COME ON, BULLET.' 



' ROY- AND PAT' HOW DID X 
SOU FELLOWS HEAR ABOUT THE 
. LOST CONRAD BOY SO SOON ? . 



F LOST KID? 
WHAT DO YOU MEAN, 
BARNEY? 



WE'RE 
HUNTING A 
\ TIGRE / 



' WHAT ABOUT 
THE KID, BARNEY: 
. CAN WE HELP? 



/ THAT'S WHY I LANDED/ \ 
HERE'S THE STORY-- A 
YOUNG COUPLE, HUNTING 
GEM STONES, IN THE DESERT, 
LEFT THEIR NINE- YEAR- OLD 
. YOUNGSTER IN THEIR . 
N. CAR, ALONE... / 



/ ...WHEN THEY SOT BACK, JIM AND N 
< MABEL CONRAD FOUND LITTLE MIKE GONE- 
WANDERED AWAY FROM THE CAR. HE'S SEEN 
MISSING ALL NIGHT/ WE'VE GOT SOME < 
.SEARCHERS OUT, AND MORE COMING- BUT 
V •‘ITA -.rps f^y - RnilGH COUNTRY/ I 
( . MMBM.'BySv COULD USE AN 

X OBSERVER, ROY/ y 




~ PAT.' TELL YOUR BUNCH TO ^ 
HEAD DUE WEST FOR TEN MILES- 
AND JOIN THE SEARCH / 



'HOW ABOUT TAKING BULLET ) FINE! CLIMB IN ) 
ALONG, TOO, BARNEY? IF WE 7wiTH HIM,ROY/'N, 
SHOULD SPOT THE CHILD, XT \ I PAT CAN TAKE CARE 
, AND SET OOWN-- J \ OF TRIGGER.' J 



OKAY/ 



I DO, BARNEY/ A BORDER JUMPER- A A 7IGRE/ 
ABOUT AS RARE IN THIS PART OF THE GOOD GRIEF/ 
COUNTRY AS A TIMBER WOLF/ AND J START 
HE'S PROBABLY HEADED TOWARD -^WATCHING THE 
WHERE THE CONRAD BOY WAS LOST/ J GROUND/ROY/ 



' WHAT WERE YOU A/ 
SAYING ABOUT A > 
TIGRE, ROY? YOU DON'T , 
s. REALLY MEAN- / 



BARNEY, X SEE THE LITTLE BOY/ 
HE'S SITTING IN THE SHADOW OF 
THAT BIG BOULDER-NOW 
WE'VE PASSED OVER HIM/ Jt 



' THERE'S A BUTTE I WANT ^ 
TO LOOK OVER CAREFULLY/ CAN'T 
DO IT AND FLY THE PLANE, TOO/ 



I'LL SET 
DOWN-AS 
CLOSE A51 
CAN, ROY/ 







HE'S NOT THERE, 
BARNEY/ NOR ANY- 
WHERE IN SIGHT/ 



HE'S GONE- SOMEWHERE' 
THIS IS THE ROCK... MIKE. 1 
1 WHERE ARE YOU? 



THEN. 



..THE T/6RE 
COULD HAVE- ■ 



' WES' HE COULD V 
HAVE.' LET ME TAR E^ 
YOUR CARBIME.BARNEY/ 



QUARTERS, A RIFLE WON'T 
STOP THAT BEAST/ AND IT'S 
. TOO LATE TO SAVE THE KID/ 



LIGHT- FROM A HOLE IN THE 
ROOF/ SEARCH, BULLET. ' 



YA-YA-YARRR / 
YARKf YARK/ 



RR-RRR- 
UFFF / 



Suddenly the cave is ■ 

FILLED WITH FRANTIC ! 
BARKING AND GROWLING l 




COUGH/ 



HAHRR- 



YARR- 

ARRK! 



■£,IKE AN ORANGE- COLORED THUNDER- 
. BOLT, THE JAGUAR LEAPS, AND... 



...HIS TERRIBLE CLAWS MISS THE 
DOG BY A HAIR'S BREADTH / 



HARR - UNHH/ 






T HE SPLIT SECOND 
THAT HIS DOG IS 
OUT OF LINE, ROY 
. FIRES... 



f/TH A GRUNTING ROAR, THE 
WOUNDED JAGUAR TURNS . . 



RRRRRHH! 



. . . AND LAUNCHES HIMSELF AT ROY, WHO HAS 
BARELY TIME TO THROW ANOTHER SHELL INTO 
THE FIRING CHAMBER' 



The shot is point-blank- 
AND FELLS THE TIGRE.. 




UGH! 



T OKAY, PARDNER.'^ 
THE TIG PE IS DEAD.' 
i FIND THE BOY/ 



GRR-RR- 

RRRRRRf 



BUT THE BRUTE'S MOMENTUM KNOCKS ROY OVER ' 
■ DESPITE BULLET'S GRIP ON A HIND LEG.' 



THE --THE BOy.' 
DID YOU FIND- 
v ANYTHIN©? 



' ROY/ ROY/ ARE 
YOU ALL RIGHT? WHAT I 
GOES ON IN THERE ?! 



I KILLED THE \ 
TIGRE/ COMING 
OUT NOW/ J 



' NOT A TRACE OF HIM, 
BARNEY/ BULLET'S SOT 
SOME IDEA OF HIS OWN.'. 



WE'LL FOLLOW HIM! WHEN ’ 
BULLET ACTS THAT WAY, HE 
v KNOWS SOMETHIN©... / 



BULLET/ YOU 
DON'T MEAN- 





YOU FOUND ME. 
NICE, DOGSIE.' 



BULLET HID THE YOUNGSTER ^ 
IN THAT LITTLE HOLE” TO BE SAFE, 
IN CASE THE TISRE 80LTED OUT . 
OF THE OTHER CAVE/ AND HE / 
OID IT FAST, TOO/ 



RIGHT, BARNEY/ 
) YOU OR X 
'WOULDN'T HAVE 
HANDLED IT SO 

v well; 



WELL, I'LL BE 
SWITCHED/ 



HELLO, MIKE/ ARE YOU 
READY TO SO BACK TO 
YOUR MOM AND DAD? , 



YOU'VE WALKED AXONS WAY > 
SINCE YESTERDAY, FELLOW/ I'LL 
. CARRY YOU -OKAY? J 



OKAY-IFTH.E 
DOSSIE COMES 
ALONS! I LIKE 
HIM/ , 



SURE/ I'M 
HUNGRY/ 



/ WE'LL GET TO YOUR ' 
MOM AND DAD OUICKER 
IN THIS AIRPLANE, MIKE/ 
BARNEY KNOWS HOW 
V TO FLY IT/ y 



MV NAME'S. ROY-AND MY DOS’S NAME \ 

IS BULLET/ AND WE’RE BOTH YOUR FRIENDS^S 
FOR ALWAYS /j\ MIKE CONRAD/ NOW LETS 60, 
V .^T^Xhome / oka y ? j — \ . 



■ UH-HUH/ 

WHAT’S V OUR . 
NAME ? A 





% 

f^pss 



and 

THE MAN FROM 
LONG AGO 




' LONGHORNS' I DIDN'T 
NNOW THERE WERE ANY 
.SUCH CRITTERS LEFT/ 



' WHERE DID 
YOU GET 'EM, 
. JIM? 



YOU NOTICE THAT 
BRAND, ROY- OUTLINE 
OP AN OLD- FASHIONED 
v POWDER HORN ? / 



' T'M PUZZLING OVER 
IT/ THERE'S NO SUCH 
BRAND REGISTERED- 
POWDER HORNS WENT 
OUT OF USE EIGHTY 
V YEARS AGO/ A 



' NO/ WHAT' 
OID YOU GIVE 
HIM FOR THEM, 
v JIM? 



/ I JUST TOOK THOSE 

CRITTERS IN TRADE-FROM N 
A FELLER WHO LOOKS THE WAY 
DAVY CROCKETT MIGHT HAVE, 

V AT THEAGEOFTHIRTY-FIVE' 



' TWENTY POUNDS OF OLD-FASHIONED BLACK > 
GUNPOWDER, FIFTY POUNDS OF LEAD, A HUNORED 
OF SALT, TWO HUNDRED POUNDS OF SOFT IRON IN 
RODS' OH.YES--ANO A FEW NEEDLES — ^ 

>V AND SOME THREAD/ J 



HA, HA' OKAY.JIM- 



' ROY, I'VE ^ 
I 8EEN TELLING 
[YOU THE TRUTH.' 



THE TRUTH- ACCORO\HG, TO \ 
HATFIELD,' YOU SURE MADE IT 
l SOUND CONVINCING, JIM/ / 



I BIT, AND THE LAUGH'S 
ON ME/ NOW, ABOUT 
THOSE ANTELOPE-- J 



S' BUT YOU'RE NOT ' 
CONVINCED? ALL RIGHT 
v PAT BRADY.,. , 








^ WHV DON'T 
I VOU GOASKHIM, 
I ROV, SINCE . 



ALL RIGHT, JIM! X ADMIT THIS ^5 
JACKET IS A RELIC OF LONG AGO- 
OR A MIGHTV GOOD REPRODUCTION! 
- BUT SERIOUSLV, WHO-- - 



' JIM, I'LL 
TAKE VOU UP 
ON THAT/ 



' JIM, THIS IS BETTER 
THAN AN ANTELOPE HUNT/ 
BUT TELL ME- WHAT MORE 
DO VOU KNOW ABOUT THIS 
V RUFE WADE? >1 



' COME ON, PAT/ WE'RE >/7..WITH WHISKERS 
OFF ON THE TRAIL OF A REAL,\ON IT/ V EE-HOOO/ 
L GILT- EDGED MVSTERV... /S 



HE CALLS HIMSELF RUFE WADE--AND HE LEFT 
' HERE/ WITH HIS PACK HORSES, ABOUT THREE HOURS 

AGO/ VOU TAKE THAT JACKET AND 

GIVE iT _.-t. . BACK TO HIM/ J 



NOT A THING/ \ 
EXCEPT THAT HE 
CAN'T READ OR 
WRITE! EVEN THE 
INDIANS WON'T SAV 
WHERE HE COMES 
FROM/ J 





HERE'S HIS RACK HORSE TRAIL- 
LEADING RIGHT INTO THE RIVER 
BREAKS' NOTHING MYSTERIOUS 
v ABOUT THAT, ROT.' , 



I RECKON RUFE WADE IS 



. HOT ALONE, Y 

JUST A DESERT RAT WHO HAS \ PAT! HE WAS 
LIVED BY HIMSELF TOO LONG / PACKING TWENTY 
IN 60ME BACK CANYON/ J POUNDS Of BLACK 

— , POWDER! ONE FLINT- 

-^1/- \ LOCK RIFLE WOULO 

- Mfir y \ NOT BURN THAT 

V MUCH/ J 



f GO ON'! YOU CAN \ 
' FOLLOW A TRAILWHERE 
AN APACHE WOULD QUIT/ 
THERE MUST BE SOME 
\ SIGN OF HORSETRACKS/ 



PAT, THE TRAIL HAS 
VANISHED" WITHOUT 
A TRACE/ , 



THERE'S NO SIGN, PAT/ )•> 
EVEN UNSHOD HORSES 
WOULD LEAVE SOME MARK. 
WELL, IT LOOKS LIKE WE'RE 
ON A WILD-GOOSE CHASE... 



/ ...OR A WILD-GHOST 
CHASE. 1 JIM DID SAV HE 
\ LOOKED LIKE A MAN 
I FROM LONG AGO.' 



' SHUCKS/ HOUR LOOP IS DRAGGING-AND > 
SO IS MINE! WE'LL RIDE ON UPRIVER AND PICK 
UPTHIS TRAIL! WE MISSED IT- THAT'S ALL! / 



NO SIGN VET, ROY/ 
I TELL YOU- 





MAN .'THAT 
WAS CLOSE.' 



...HE PROBABLY \ 
FIGURES WE'RE TRAIL- 
ING TO ROB HIM.' > 



OR MAYBE HE'S JUST > 
PLAIN LOCO ! ANYHOW, 
GHOSTS DON'T SHOOT/ . 



LOOK , PAT - WHiTE^ 
7 SMOKE FROM BLACK 
GUNPOWDER/ THAT SHOT 
WAS PROBABLY A 
jfe. WARNING... 



/ SEE HERE, PAT-WHAT'S LEFT N 
OF HIS BULLET/ SOFT LEAD BALL, 
FLATTENED OUT/ HAND-MOULDED, 
THE WAY THEY DID A HUNDRED 
V YEARS AG O.'/ j 



WE'LL CAMP BACK A LITTLE 
WAY ON THE TRAIL.' IT'S —r 
v GETTING DARK/ X 



r HUMPH/ \ 
'THAT PROVES 
HE'S LOCO, 
DOESN'T IT? . 



YOU KNOW, ROY-THESE NIGHT SHADOWS XhA.HA.' 
MAKE ME CREEPY/ MAYBE THERE WASN'T \PAT, YOU 
ANY BULLET] AND WE ONLY THOUGHT WE HAVEN'T 
SAW POWDER- SMOKE.' COULD HAVE BEEN / BEEN 
SOMETHING THAT HAPPENED LONG AGO-' /CHEWING 



f HERE- BITE THAT ^ 
FLATTENED BULLET AND 
CONVINCE YOURSELF , 
k IT'S REAL.' 1 




[ 




lExTpm.Tovmmw s nH 

r \ / WHAT USELESS 

X ff COUNTRY/ EVEN A 
t LONGHORN COW 

' zHkk WOULD STARVE 
a*. V ~ HERE/ A 



A RAWHIDE SOOT TO PAD THE 
HOOF-- SO IT WOULDN'T LEAVE 
A MARK ON HARD GROUND/ 
v IT CAME LOOSE/ 



’ YES! IT'S >, 
PADDED IN5IQE 
WITH WILLOW 
V SARK! / 



^ OH- OH! HERE'S > 
HOW RUFE WADE HID 
HI5 HORSE TRACKS-' 



,ATE IN THE AFTERNOON. 



A A BIG GULCH- 
GRASS AND WATER-A 
FEW HEAD OF STOCK/ 




f WE'RE GETTING WARM, PAT. 1 > 
THERE'S A FAINT TRAIL RUNNING 
> THROUGH TO THE OTHER END/ 



' SAT, ROY— HOW FAR Y' — ''0\ 

WILL ONE OF THOSE MUZZLE- ] 11 

LOADING FLINTLOCK RIFLES J > 

SHOOT? I MEAN, TO — 4. 

T HIT ANYTHING/ ) / FAR ENOUGH, ' 
- *■ tfO ( PAJ! BUT NOT LIKE 
'W ( A HIGH-POWERED 

\ }}' V WEAPON/ / 



WHAT DO \ 
YOU MAKE OF 
v IT, ROY? J 



\ DON'T WORRY - 
) HE'D ONLY GET 
"WIE OF US, PAT/ 



FAR ENOUGH, 
STRAN6ERS.' 
PULL UP/ . 



I-I RECKON WE'RE (GULP} 
CLOSE ENOUGH TO THOSE ROCKS- 
IF MR. RUFE WADE HAD HIS 
SIGHTS LINED ON US.' J > 



'YOU'VE BEEN FOLLERING ^ 
ME, 'SPITE OF MY WARNINGTO 
YOU/ 5AY WHY- AND BE , 
-agjatefr QUICK/ >/ 



> YOU LEFT YOUR JACKET AT \ 
JIM HATFIELD'S TRADING POST, 
WADE/ I’VE BROUGHT ITBACK 
V TO YOU- THAT'S ALL! J 



TELLING THE 
TRUTH- 8RING 
'ER OUT/ , 






HERE IT IS.' I >> IT WERE -THAT 
THOUGHT IT WOULD J IS, IF YOU SWEAR 
8E A FRIENDLY YOU'RE NOT •< 

THING TO RETURN / ( REVENOOERS... 



V..0R KIN OF 
) THOSE 
. CONSARNED 

) BANNERMANS? 



/ MY, MY/ I'M POWERFUL 
GLAD TO GET THIS OLDJACKET 
BACK, STRANGER/ MY OLDMAMMY 
SPUN AND WOVE AND SEWED 
> IT FOR ME TEN YEARS AGO/ 



I SWEAR THAT \ 
WE'RE NEITHER 
OF THOSE THINGS,, 
-WADE/ HERE.' V 



I'M LEW PURDY-- 
KIN OF THE WADES.' 

WHO MIGHT YOU 
V TWO BE? y 



' I'M -ROY ROGERS.^ 
MY FRIEND IS PAT 
BRADY/ AND WE'RE 
■ PROUD TO KNOW 
Nv YOU, PURDY/ J 



BUT- BUT WHO ARE \ , 

THE BHHNERMAHS V L 

YOU MENTIONED? /HAH.' 
--f TELL HIM, 

\T ~, I V LEVV/ 



THEY'RE A TRIBE OF 
s^SKONKS WHO LIVE 
\|N BANNER MAH’S 
• GULCH— A FEW 
'miles upstream; 



/ BUT COME ON \ 
' UP TO THE HOUSE ' 
AND MEET OUR KIN- 
FOLKS/ BRING YOUR 
. H0SSE5 ALONG/ , 



PAST HUNDRED YEARS/ EVER SINCE OUR GREAT- 
GREAT- GREAT- GRANDPAPPIES LIVED IN KAINTUCKY / 
NOW AND THEN THEY SHOOT UP A FEW OF US- 
V- OR WE SHOOT UP A FEW OF THEM/ / 



t THANKS, ' 
l PURDY/ WE'D 
• BE PLEASED 
Y TO/ y 




f THERE'S MV PLACE, 

' ROGERS- BEST HOUSE IN 
THE SETTLEMENT/ AND MV 
GARDEN — HEH// SOME 
CRITTER HAS BUSTED A 
V HOLE IN THE FENCE/ / 



O-OINK ' 
UNK-UNKf 



P/CON-SARNED 
0 HAWG- 
SPOILING MV 
CORN/ y 



THAT'S WHAT HAPPENS TO ANV 
HAWG THAT GETS INTO MV CORN PATCH- 
NO MATTER WHO HE BELONGS TO/ 



' IS THAT SO, LEW PURDV? WELL— > 
THAT HAWG VOU KILLED WAS My HAWG, 
v AND VOU KNEW IT/ , 




"l'VE GOT A MIND 
TO LET DAYLIGHT 
THROUGH YOU 
v "RIGHT NOW/ 



'l RECKON YOU'RE P'ISON 
MEAN ENOUGH TO DO IT, 
RUFE WADE-- WITH MY 
'RIFLE- GUN EMPTY/ 8UT 
YOU'D BETTER DOWN ME, 
FIRST SHOT, OR I'LL— 



HARRUMPH/ 

I WOULDN'T DO IT r 
WADE, BECAUSE... 



f ...I'VE GOT FIVE 
MORE SHOTS IN THIS 
. SIX-SHOOTER, AND... 



'...AND, BESIDES, I'D 
LIKE TO PAY YOU THE 
PRICE OF THAT HOG 
MR. LEW PURDY SHOT/ 



PAY ME? UH-HOW? 
WE-UNS GOT NO USE FOR 
FURRIN CASH-MONEY, 
ONCE OUR TRADING IS 
\DONE FOR THE YEAR. 



I'LL TRADE YOU \ 
THIS JACKKNIFE FOR 
v YOUR HOG, THEN/ / 



A- ’GULPS -A 

TWO-BLADED 

. KNIFE/ 



/HEY, PETE/ 
SALLY/ LOOK- 
A 7/K3- 
BLADED I 

. knife; J 



Suddenly, rufe turns and 
Z PUNS WHOOPING TOWARDS 
A FARTHER CABIN... 





' MAW/ COME OUT > 
HERE AND MEET THE 
MAN THAT SAVED , 
V MV LIFE.' y 



* LEW PURDV, HAVE VOU T 
LOST VOUR WITS? I HEARD 
. RUFE A- WHOOPING' , 



' THESE FURRINERS SAVED MV BACON. ^ 
TOO, MAW/ VOU SEE THAT HAWS BV THE 
CORN PATCH? WE-UNS ARE GOING TO EAT 
ROAST PORK FOR SUPPER TONIGHT/ . 
'V AND THEV'LL EAT WITH US/ y§. 



FURRINERS! 
THE FIRST I'VE 
EVER SEEN/ 



THIS HERE IS ROV >> 
ROGERS ANDPAT8RADV, 

. MAW/ AND-- t 



fflLF AN HOUR LATER.. 



r VOU-ALL CAN TURN VOUR HOSSES A FINE/ WE'LL 
LOOSE DOWN BV THE RIVER, FRIENDS' DO THAT, 
THEN WE'LL HAVE TIME TO TALK / MR. PURDV/ 

^ aJ/h'le.' A . ^ 



f WELL, PAT- % 
WHAT DO VOU 
THINK NOW OF 
OUR "MAN FROM 
V LONG AGO"?, 




BUT FLINTLOCK RIFLES' \ WITH WHAT, \J 
IN THIS DAY AND AGE.' THEY \ PAT? THEY HAVE 
COULD GET WINCHESTERS, /NOTHING TO TRADE 

CLOTHES, BATTERY RADIOS"/ BUT A VERY FEW 

^ \ SCRAWNY LONG- 

/ / HORNS ONCE A 

// \ ^SAR.' / 



' I STILL DON'T FIGURE IT, ROY/ \ 
THESE GULCHERS STILL LIVING THE 
WAYTHEY DID EIGHTY- NINETY , 
V YEARS BACK/ 



/WELL-- \ 
THEY GET 
ALONG, DON'T 
. THE#? / 



\ACK IN LEW PURDY'S ONE-ROOM DWELLING. 



f EVEN WINCHESTER \ 
' AMMUNITION COSTS A 
LOT OF MONEY/ AND 
THEY DON'T NEED IT/ I 
HAVE AN IDEA THEY 
V. MARE THEIR OWN /. 
•S. RIFLES/ / 



HOWDY, \ ROT IS MY HANDLEA 
MISTER-J HARRISON" AND PRT ) 
• J r-\ IS HIS/ / 



T?OY ROGERS AND 
PAT BRADY, THIS 1 
HERE IS MY SON, 
HARRISON PURDY/ 



' HUH. I'LL > 
BELIEVE IT 
WHEN I SEE 



r TAKE YOUR BOOTS OFF IF ^ 
YOU WANT, ROY/ NO NEED USING 
UP BOOT, LEATHER IF YOU'RE NOT 
RIDING/ THOSE ARE MINE— THE 
, SADDLE, TOO/ MADE 'EM MYSELF/ 



LOOK, PAT/ THIS IS CLEVER A 
WORK.' THE SOLES AND HEELS 
> ARE FASTENED WITH 
V. WOODEN PEGS/ /'Ilk 



^THEY'RE^ 
HANDSOME, 
PURDY/ < 



) NOW I'VE^ 
SEEN EVERY- 
THING/ 




f COFFEE TONIGHT, JUST FOR Y 
A treat; maw makes it from 

PARCHED CORN --BUT IT WASTES 
k GOOD HOMIN'// 



JfoAST PORK, TURNIP GREENS' " 
■ TURNIPS, HOMIN'/-- SERVED FROM 
‘ WOODEN PLATTERS ONTO WOODEN 
; PLATES, EATEN WITH WOODEN 
SPOONS AND PERSONAL KNIVES 
(SHEATH TTPE)- A FEAST FOR ; 
. THE PUR D'/S! 



f TOMORROW, ROY, \ 
ME8BE WE'LL SHOOT 
US A DEER / THAT IS, 
IF WE OON'T SEE A 
BANNERMAN 
>> FIRST/ A 



f OF COURSE, OUT IN THE BREAKS, A X 
r BANNERMAN MIGHT TAKE A SHOT AT YOU- 
SEEING YOU WITH US' HOPE THOSE NEW-, 
S. FANGLED RIFLE-GUNS OF TOURS CAN 

SHOOT STRAIGHT/ J I 



r THERE'S THE 1 I 

BED- AND YOU AND V 

PAT AREtWICE WELCOME \ 

TO USE IT, ROY / MAWAND V* " ~< r 
T HAVE FOUND IT COM- /THANKS 
•> FORTABLE FOR -r-^MANY TIMES, 
T FIFTEEN YEARS/ ) LEW/ BUT PAT 
— V — ^ SAND I SLEEP 

Vfy. - BETTER ON A 

a — FLOOR/ , 



GOOD NIGHT, ROY/ I SURE HOPE YOU 
AND PAT CAN STAY A SPELL WITH — 
s - US FOLKS/ ■ 



THANKS, _ 
HARRISON. MAY 
. WE WILL... 



... THAT NIGHT FINDS ROT AND PAT LIVING AS THET 
MIGHT HAVE LIVED A HUNDRED TEARS BEFORE... 



• And rot knows whenever they decide 

1 ** TO LEAVE, THET WILL COMEBACK TO VISIT 1 
THE MAN FROM LONS AGO... A 




Young Davey Bard struggled out of the 
woodshed with an armful of kindling. Sud- 
denly, he saw his father step out of the house 
with a rifle in 'his hand, a look of grim pur- 
pose on his rough-hewn face. And, in that 
moment, Davey knew the bitter task that was 
in store for him. 

Wordlessly, he stepped past his father and 
dropped his kindling on the kitchen floor. 
Then, he emerged into the scorching noon- 
day sun, lines of sorrow cutting deeply into 
his beardless young face. He followed his 
father's glance until his eyes came to rest 
on the old hound who lay in the shadow of 
the board fence. 

"I tell you, Davey," said Frank Bard, "we've 
got to do it. When a dog gets that old, he's 
no good for anything, and no good to him- 
self. Can't run, can't hunt, and sick most half 
the time. It'd be a kindness to put him out of 
his misery." 

Sick at heart, Davey rapped his knuckles 
against the log wall of the house. "It just 
doesn't seem right, Pa, for old Blackie to 
go like that. Not Blackie. Not the kind of 
fighting dog he was." 

Frank Bard's eyes were determined as he 
handed Davey the rifle. "Yes, son, I know 
Blackie was a brave and faithful dog, a 
scrapper from the word go. That's just why 
I won't allow him to go on suffering like this. 
He deserves better from us, Davey." 

Silently, the boy took the gun arid started 
toward the dog. 

When Blackie saw Davey walk toward him 
with a rifle, the old hound lurched heavily to 
his feet. That rifle meant only one thing 
to him— a hunt! Already he could almost scent 
the woodchuck, already his half-blind eyes 
saw the partridge on the wing. 

"Come on, Blackie, let's go," said the boy. 



In the ravine, a half mile from the house, 
Blackie caught the scent. At the sharp acrid 
smell, his hackles rose and a growl thundered 
in his throat. 

The sound of that growl made Davey turn 
his head sharply. There was a sudden stir- 
ring in the bushes and then a loud grunt 
brought him to instant attention. 

"Razorback," he muttered. "And me with 
only a single shot rifle." He knew all too well 
that a razorback boar could be very dan- 
gerous if he felt himself trapped. 

And this razorback felt trapped. With a 
warning squeal, he crashed out of the brush. 
Startled, Davey raised the rifle and fired. But 
his aim was bad. The bullet merely grazed 
the boar's hide! With a grunt of rage, he 
charged. And, in that instant, Davey Bard 
faced death. 

It was then that the half-blind hound- 
spotted the razorback. At the sight of that 
tusked and evil visage Blackie's mighty heart 
leaped with the joy of the hunt. Here was 
the enemy in plain sight. With a hoarse yelp, 
he lumbered forward to cut off the boar's 
charge, but a slash of the tusks sent him 
tumbling. Once more the boar lurched toward 
his prime target, Davey. 

But Blackie had only begun to fight.. Even 
as the boar passed him, he was on his feet 
again. In a. flash, his jaws closed on the 
razorback's left hind leg. Age had worn 
Blackie's teeth down to the gums but those 
mighty jaws still had great strength. In their 
grip, the boar's leg snapped like match wood. 
With a roar, the beast spun around. Then 
he was off. into the brush, bellowing with 
pain. 

As Davey loped along home, Blackie at his 
side, he knew that Blackie had many battles 
before the final one would claim him! 




COYOTES' THE MEAN, 



I DON'T BELIEVE THERE'S A 



SO BADLY, PAT’ SOME- 
THING PETE 
^SHOT AT’^BB 



'SNEAKING, MURDEROUS, 
^MANGY CRITTERS--- 
^ THEY'VE KILLED 1 
[FIVE OF OUR HENS A 
XTHIS WEEK'OHH^Z* 



^SINGLE DECENT THING ABOUT THEM 



WELL. PAT. I'D HATE~\ P° W, CHARLEY^ 
TO DISAGREE WITH A LADY V T^.' 
---BUT I KNOW TOMMY 1 

vEtDERS WOULD HAVE.. \ \-f 



'a coyote saved HIS 



TOMMY 

ELDERS? 

who's he; 

CHARLEY’ 



LIFE ? HOW ' OH, TELL US 
^ABOUT THAT, CHAR LEY' 
y . . PLEASE! 



KNEW HIM, HE WAS JUST AN ORPHAN BOY, 
LIVING WITH HIS AUNTAND UNCLE ON A 
LITTLE HARDSCRABBLE MOUNTAIN 
RANCH... A COYOTE 

SAVED HIS LIFE | — . 
VONCE AU 



uAWW / 



CAW 



" WHEN HE GOT THERE, HE SAW NOTHING BUT THE BONES 
OF A COYOTE AND A COUPLE OF PUPS— AND THE DEN 
WHERE A HUNTER 'HAD DUG THEM OUT.. THE CROWS 
TOOK OFF, HOLLERING " 



"WELL, IT ALL BEGAN ONE DAY WHEN TOMMY WAS OUT 
PICKING HUCKLEBERRIES IN THE HILLS. HE NOTICED 
SOME CROWS DIVING AND HOLLERING AT SOMETHING, 
A LITTLE WAY OFF " . 





THEN HE 
CRAWLED I 



COYOTE^I 
f PUPfONEOFTHE " 
LITTER MUST HAVE 
HIDDEN OUT ON THE 
fefa, HUNTER' ^ 





" ALL AT ONCE, HE KNEW HE COULDN'T LEAVE THE 





1 BY THE TIME HE'D GOT HOME, TOMMY HAO FIGURED OUT A 



AN D BY THAT TIME, MIDGE ,THE COYOTE PUP, HAO 
GOT OVER BEING AFRAID OF TOMMY." 

i'll tie you here--- v 

RIGHT UNDER THE HOLE • 

WHERE UNCLE NATE 
TOOK A STANCHION 
OUT OKAY.MIDGET ? 



RECKON ^T? " 

ICANHIOEYOUIN ' — , 
THERE, MIOGET'UNDER 
\ THE BARNf 






•THE OLD SKI LLET TOMMY HAD PUT THERE CAUGHT 
IT ALL.., 






"THE PUP GREW LIKE A WEED ON HER WARM-MILK DIET— 
' AND SHE RETURNED TOMMY'S LOVE, LIKE ANY PUPPY 
WOULD HAVE DONE ” 



•• BUT SHE SOLVED ONE OF TOMMY'S PROBLEMS HERSELF, 
ONE DAY! SHE PULLED HER COLLAR OFF OVER HER HEAD... 




" AND KILLED A HEN, RI6HT OUTSIDE THE 

KiTruFN nnnur •• 





"NATE ELDERS CUT LOOSE AT HER WITH HIS SHOTGUN— BUT "SHE NEVER CAME BACK! BUT ONCE IN A WHILE 
HIS YELL HAD SENT HER SCOOTING FOR COVER ■ MIDGET ONLY TOMMY WOULD CRAWL UNDER THE BARN TO LOOK 
CAUGHT PART OF A CHARGE, IN A HIND LEG " AT HER OLD COLLAR AND CHAIN AND REMEMBER' 



“IT WAS TWO YEARS LATER THAT TOMMY'S HORSE LOST 
ITS FOOTING AND WENT OVER THE DEEP CANYON RIM. 




"MAYBE THIRTY HOURS AFTERWARDS, TOMMY WOKE UP, 
LYING ON A BUSHY SHELF, HALFWAY DOWN THE CANYON- 
SIDE, WITH A BROKEN LEG AND SOME CRACKED RIBS--- 
AND A WARM, DAMP TONGUE LICKING HIS FACE " 





BUT TOMMY'S BIGGEST SURPRISE WAS STILLTO COME 
A FAT, FRESH-KILLED GROUSE!" 



MIDGET, YOU'VE BEEN HUNTING 
--FOR ME! OR BRINGING ME^ 
THE SUPPER YOU CAUGHT rrf* 
FOR YOUR FAMILY ! 4? ' 



yTIE ON — 

[and we' ll 

\ HAUL YOU 

y up, 
Vtommy' 



"BUT THE DAY WHEN HUMAN HELP CAME, MIDGET WAS 
MISSING! SHE HAD NO USE FOR OTHER MEN'" 





I I 

The big mule deer of the West can easily be distinguished from the white- 
tailed, or Virginia deer, which is common in the East. The whitetail has a big, bushy 
tail, the underside of which’ is a startling white. When he runs, he lifts the tail in 
the air, exposing its white underside like a flag: 

The western mule deer has a large whitish rump patch, too, but the tip of the 
short tail is black. A fully grown mule deer buck carries magnificent antlers and 
sometimes weighs as much as 330 pounds. Only the bucks, or male deer, have antlers. 
The doe, with her large size and more rounded body, looks something like a strange 
kind of mule, but it is the large ears of this animal that earned it the name of 
mule deer. 

The mule deer may be found in western North America, anywhere from north- 
ern Mexico to central British Columbia. He hides himself from the hunter in hilly 
country and depends on his speed for safety. He has many natural enemies-the 
mountain lion, wolf and even the coyote. copyright m. by western printing a ut«o. co. 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 
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//V ftf/? tO 

Earn Money ' 
the Easy 
\Stuart Way! 



\l$l 



CLUB MEMBERS! 

earn hundreds of dollars 
with the easy, proven 
STUART fund - raising 
plan. Send coupon today 
for full details. 



Take Easy Orders For 
STUART CHRISTMAS CARDS 

Why not get all those things your heart is set c 
with money you earn by yourself! You can do it 
quickly and easily in your spare time! All you do is 
show our gorgeous greeting card samples 
Christmas, birthdays and other year ’round c 
sions. We send you the samples on approval. Friends, 
neighbors, relatives, almost everybody buys on sight. 
You make sensational cash profits— fast! 

YOU DON’T NEED EXPERIENCE TO EARN! 

Exciting new 21-Card Christmas Assortment at $1 is 
a bargain that sells itself. Yet you keep up to 50c of 
each $1 as your quick, cash profit. Sell 100 boxes to 
folks you know and $50 is yours! Low-priced Name- 
Imprinted Christmas Cards, All-Occasion Assort- 
ments, sensational new "tall” cards, Stationery and 
many other fast-sellers make sti ll mor e money for you! 

GET SAMPLES ON 
FREE TRIALI 

Send no money! We’ll 
send you saleable sample 
assortments on approval 
for FREE TRIAL. Act 
fast and we’ll also include 
Samples of Person- 
alized money-makers 
FREE. Just fill out and 
mail coupon. 



YES! I want to c 
, with Asaortmen 
fc, FREE. 




STUART GREETINGSj INC. 



4436-38 N. Clark St., Dept. 23 Chicago 40, III. I If for a club, give i 




THERE’S ONE IN EVERY SPECIAL PACKAGE 
OF POST GRAPE-NUTS FLAKES 






They're at your grocer’s now ! 



FREE 



to get you to try the new, 
crispier, sweeter Grape-Nuts Flakes : 

wMMnmMii: 



Here they are, kids— BRAND-NEW realistic 
miniatures of the 1955 Fords shown here! They’re made 
of sturdy plastic, with the styling and colors 

of the big cars, and wheels that actually turn! 
You’ll want ’em all— so get your Grape-Nuts Flakes 

and GET ROLLING WITH YOUR COLLECTION NOW! 




FORD FAIRLANE SUNLINER 



Look for the 

special Grape-Nuts Flakes 
package marked 
"SCALE MODEL CAR FREE 
IN THIS PACKAGE” 
Hurry! Supplies Limited! 




To get what it takes -eat Crape-Nuts Flakes 



